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"The Webbs are an exception. Nothing like it has ever happened
before. "Wells didn't know them, I did/5
"The Brownings!"
"The Brownings. Any amount is written about the romance of the
Brownings, but though their story is among the romances of the world,
I doubt whether they are read at all. Gossip there will always be about
them, but with the Webbs there can be no gossip; they will be remem-
bered by their work. As I have said, the prophet of the race will be the
political economist. There is nothing like prosaic work. I had a grand
time at the vestry worrying about drains, dust destructors and instituting
women's lavatories. The Webbs made a romance of reality and when I
want good literature I go to them and know I get the whole truth. When
a person takes you aside and asks you what rent you pay and whether your
boots pinch, you know that he is interested in you. The Webbs had that
curiosity about life in a magnanimous spirit; they missed nothing and
saw everything. Charlotte got to know them because she wanted to do
something with her money/'
"I always think that you would never have written as well as you
did if it were not for Charlotte. In the future a Samuel Butler will come
along and prove that it was Mrs. Homer and not Homer, who wrote the
Odyssey, that it was a Charlotte Shaw and not the fabulous Bernard who
wrote the plays and prefaces!"
"You know how he hit upon the Mrs. Homer idea, which put out
every authority and pedant and made him an Ishmael among them? He
wanted to compose music, when he gave up art, and hit upon The
Adventures of Ulysses by Charles Lamb. When he referred to the original
poem he felt sure that the man who wrote it was drawing the whole
thing from life. It was so good that he felt it must be the work of a woman
and not by an old man. He had the highest opinion of women and I
believe he didn't marry for that reason. Of course, Butler could never
have afforded to keep an intelligent woman/'
The new rector was sitting with us when G.B.S. came in.
"Tm Bromley-Bourne/' said the rector, standing respectfully.
G.B.S. was puzded. "Are you quite certain?" he asked.
"Well, as far as one can be certain in this world," the rector replied.
"George Lansbury was unmistakably Bromley born. When I helped in
the strike of the match-makers sixty years ago I got to know the accent
very well. I'm Dublin, y ou know and Ayot by adoption/' G.B.S. explained.